



TO Ira 

Haft. So profper i , as 1 fweare pcrfcftlouc. 

Rm. And l>as i louc Haftings with my heart. 

iC«».Madamc,your Iclfc arc not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonnc Dorfet, Buckingham, noryou, 

You haue beenfatftious one againft the other s 
Wife,loue Lord Hayings, let him kille your hand, 
e^fnd whatyou doc,do it vnfainedly. 

j£«.Here Haftings, 1 will neuer more remember 
Our Former hatred, fo thriue 1 and mine. 

Dsr.Thus cntcrchange of louc, I hereproteft, 

Vpon my part fliall be vnuiolablc. 

Ha. Jad fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy embracemcntto my wiues allies. 

And make me happie in your vnitie. 

Bhc. When eucr Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you,or yours, but with all dutiousloue 
Dothcherilh you and yours, God puniflime 
With hate, in thofe where 1 expect moft toue, 




When 1 haue moft need to impToy a friend. 

' iisafric 


'w. 


And moft allured that he is a friend, 
Dcepe,hollow,trecherous,andfullpf guile 
Be he vnto me. This doe I beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zcale to you or yours. 

ICw.t^f'plealing cor diall princely Buckingham, , 

Is this thy vowevntomyfickly heart; 

There wanteth now our brother Gloftcr here, 

T o make the perfetff period of this peace. 

Enter Glectfttr. • 

Bhc. ^ndiagood time here comes the noble Duke, 
Glo, Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queenc, 
And princely peercs,a happie time of day. 

Happie indeed,as we haue fpent the day . 

Brother we haue done deedesof cnaritic : 

Made peace of enmitie,faireloueofhate, 

Betweene thefefwelling wrong incenfedPceres. 

Glo. A blellcd labour moft foueraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heape,if any here 
§y falfc intelligence^ wrong furmife, 


’■iCftnUW/iTi 


Holdme a foe, if I vnwittingly or in my rage, * 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
any in thisprefence, I defirc 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace,, 

Tis death to me to beatenmitie. 

I hate it, and defirc all good mens leue, 

Firft Madame, I intreace peace ofyou, 

Which 1 purchafe with my duriou.sferuice, 

Ofyou my noblecotifcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were loa gd betwdene vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riuer»,and Lord Gray ofyou. 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all.* 

I do net know that fcngldhman aiiue. 

With whome my louleis any iottcac oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne to night t 
I thankemy God for my humilitie. 

gu, A. holy day (hall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded. 

My foueraigne liege I do bcfeech youMaieftic 
To rake our brother Clarence toyour grace.. ... 

rj&.Why Madame, haue 1 offred louc for this, 
Tobethusfcc^nde in this royallprefcnce i 
Who knowes net that the noble Duke is dead £ 

You doe him inrurie to fcorne his coarfe.. 

Ri. Who knoWcs not he is dead? who knowes he is# 
j£«./4ll feeing heauen, what a world is this ? 

Swr.Looke I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft i 
Dor I my good Lord, and no one in thisprefence. 

But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 

Kin.h Clarence dead fthcorderwas reuerft. 

Glo. But hefpoorc foule)by your firft order dide. 

And that a winged Mercury did beare, 

Sometardie criple bore thecountcrmaund. 

That came too lagge to feehimburied : 

God graur.t that fome lcifc noble, and lefle loyal!, 

Neercr in bloody thoughts, but net in blood 5 
Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet gs>£ currant fro 03 fufpitiou. Enter Dari & 
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